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MONTE HALE 

DISCOVERS THE 
GRIM, FOREBODING 

SECRET 

OF 

LOST MESA! 
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S LET'S BUILD THESE 
/ ELECTRIC MOTOR POWERED 
I MODELS / IT'S EASY WITH 

I MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED 

N full size plans; 



BUICK CONVERTIBLE 

Here's your chance to make |M| accurate 13-inch Buick model complete 
with seats and white wall tiresl Powered with a little electric motor 
connected to flashlight batteries in the body, you can steer this model 
in any direction or make it go straight. And these full size plans are 
so easy to follow that even if you've never built a model you can moke 
this snappy model. Plans cost only 25 cents, postpaid. Order Plan No. 397. 




HOW TO ORDER: 



ch plan to MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED Plans Se 
ch. Conn. Please order by name of plan and 1 




f V ADVISE YOUA/& ATHLETES -OR. 
AA/YOAIE-TO GET WITH WHEATIES RI&HT 
AWAY;" SAYS MEL PARNELL. "THOSE WHOLE 
WHEAT FLAKES HAND OUT GOOD /NOURISHMENT THAT 
HELPS ME KEEP GOING FULL SPEED DURING A TOUGH 
GAME. I'VE £AT£M WHEAT/ES /=OR YEARS J' 
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JUST WAIT AND SEE 
JUT FIRST I AIM TO 
OUTSLICK THAT OUITAK- 
SLAPPINS,yODELUN& 
FOOL, MONTE 
WALE/ 



/XT RECKON 1'IA 
MONTE HALE, 
STRAN&ER , 
AND IPO A 
LITTLE QUITAR 
•&LAPPIN& NOW 
AND THEN, BUT I 
WOULDN'T CALL. 
MYSELF SREAT. 
WHY? 



BECAUSE. I Y 


WELL, IF YOU 


PLUMB LIKE 1 


PUT IT THAT 


TO HEAR A 


\WAY, I RECKON 


SOOD SUITAR 


| IT'S HARD TO 


PLAYER STRUM 


REFUSE/ 


OUT A TUNE .' 


J what Tune 


HOW ABOUT ' 


DO YOU FOLKS 


OBLISIN& US 


WANT TO r-m 


WITH SOME 


ft HEAR? ■)■ 


""[MUSIC ? J* 




^^~3~ 


CfSL 




SOL^sfe^' 


iJmsh£Wj*im 


fljKpL 


fcVAV^s 


■*2l20**4 


^IhSSl 


M^fe^f 




■"^F^l* 


^Wts 
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QUICK, NURSE .'I'VE \DOCTOR 
QOT TO SEE POCTOR J PURPY ? 
PURPV, PRONTO/ r-^PDLLOW 
THIS XSUWSSTER'S J ME, PLEASE! 
LIFE PEPENPS ^/HE'S-INTHE 
OPERATIN& 





DOC SMITH- 
SAID you'RE 
THE ONLY ONE 
WHO CAN SAVE 
HIM.' I'LL PAy 
ALL EXPENSES 
—JUST SAVE 
HIM.' I'LL BE 
WAITIN6 IN 
CULVER GUICH 
FOR ANV, 
NEWS 
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m 

r il RECKON THE LAP IS IN 
SAFE HANDS, BUT I STILL 
tVON'T FEEL RIGHT UNTIL I 
tET THAT LETTER THE DOC 
PROMISED TO SEND ME.' SET 
©OINS, PARD.' WE'VE STILL SOT 

A. Heap of unfinished 

BUSINESS TO TAKE 
CARE OF., 




K 



NAMELY THOSB 
SIDEWINDINS BANK 
ROBBERS/ OH, OH.' . 
I'LL NEVER TRACK 
THE VARMINTS DOWN 
IF THIS RAIN KEEPS 
UP.' THEIR TRAIL WILL 
BE WASHBD OUT/ 




HOLD ON,* 
THE BANK *A» 
ROBBED OPOUK 
PAVROLL,&UTWB 
WIRED GRAND ' 
CITy TO SEND 
US MORE FUND* . 
BY PON/ EXPRCS*.' , 
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WELL, I'LL BE HOG-TIED/ THAT 
BRONC IS WEARING A PIKE'S 
PEAK COMPANY BRAND.' THAT'S 
THE OUTFIT OPERATING THE 
PONy EXPRESS/ THIS MEANS 
THAT THE EXPRESS RIDER 
HAS BEEN BUSHWACKED 



COME ON, PARD. WE'RE BACKTRAIL- 
1NS THAT BRONC AND HITTING THE 
BUSHWACKER'S TRAIL/THERE 
MIGHT BE A LETTER IN THE MISSING- 
MAIL POUCH FROM POC PURDy AND 
I'M PLUMB ANXIOUS 
TO SEE IT/ 



AS THE SHARP, TRACK-WISE 

EyES OF MONTE HALE 

PICK UP THE OUTLAW'S 

TRAIL- 

7 — ^vu— I GET RAMBLING, 

Boy/ THEIR TRAIL HEADS 
TOWARD THOSE HILLS OUT 
yoNDER/ THOSE JASPERS 
MUST HAVE KNOWN THAT 
THE PONy EXPRES6 WAS 
CARRyiNG THE SILVER LODE 
PAyROLL.' THAT GIVES ME 
A HUNCH THEy MIGHT BE 
THE HIT AND RUN BANK 

ROBBERS.' 
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^J RECKON ^THAT'S SOOD.' 1 WANT HIM ^^ 


£Z^\h 


WE'LL NEVER \ TO KNOW WHO '5 SENDING HIM ) > 


W-WHERE)rL 

am i?y if 


SET OUT OF AND THAT PONY EXPRESS _/ ( 


THIS, BOSS.' RIDER TO THE BONE- V 




Hi'S START- / yARD.'/W£--BUZZARD fe 






INGj TO ■ ^BRINKLEY/ THIS'LL r-M 


\& ^ 




CDME ] MAKE ME KNOWN AS \ "7 


kml j*^' 


i Jjip 


7 TO.' Jf THE MAN WHO OUT- V 
Spr-fl SMARTED /HONTE ^<- B \A\ X 


m 

a m 


r? 


fp Ti>"^V' v l''\ Mr u K 'i 


Uff^f jPfrW^t^j'A 


i...-/"TB* 


v"U,| 




i/W 


s //p*" 






rvi/ 5 ^ 


1/ 'll/v l&K^- 


fcti 


rap* 


i--v--- 


:-^=-ET~- 




■ III m 



hmm.'this bronc of yours, 
is a mighty good hunk of 
horseflesh.' and seeing as 

HOW yOUR RIDING DAyS ARE 
OVER, I RECKON I'LL MAKE 
MINE AS A REMEMBRANCE 
OF THIS HAPpy DAY.' 
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SOOD OLD PARDNER.' I 
KNEW THAT WOULD BRING I 
HIM.' NOW IP I CAN JUST 
PUT THE BEST OP My PLAN 
OVER .' COME OH, PARD .', 
|— THIS WAV OLD SCOUT 
{---RIGHT UNDER ME- 
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fax Afrmww -. 

Jul&K\)\ ™ Of U. T'OTHER 
SHERIFF^/ puCKEP HHI# THE , 
SCHOOL HOUfE. »ty iMEtf 
WfE GOVE AFTER HM!, 
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IT HAS A MAN -SIZE 
COWPUNCHER5 BUCKLE. THATS 
MV SISNATURE.AND COLOR PICTURES 
OF ME AND TRIiSSER ALLAKOUNDffti? 




"THESE SUSPENDERS' COME IN MI6HTV 
HANDY TO HELP HOLD UP YOUR 
SIX-6UNS: THEREfe A ROY 
RO&ERS SHERIFF EAD&E AND 
A STEERS HEAD KLIP- 
» ON EACH STRAP:" 

J|ES 



THE ONLY GENUINE ROY ROGERS 

BEITS, WALLETS & SUSPENDERS 

ARE MADE By 




n 
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Wfr 






s 





Riding herd on a. 
thousand jittery Ion* 
horn steers was bad 
enough.' But MONT£ HALE 

really gets into a. mess o£ 
trouble when he has to 
e£ort a tenderfoot cowboy 
tinker through ««§£*, 
dangerous pas? m the KOeMM. 
Rid? wittiMonte now as he 
saddles up for one of his 
strangest adventures. 




/^< 



A.S.TUTTLE,! 
MAN ACER I SLAP 10 KNOW 
OF THE < VOU, MISTER. 
GOLDEN } TUTTLB.' I'VE SEEK 
WEST S.YOURSHOW-ANP 
VAUPEVILLE ) LIKEP IT.' WHAT 
CQWPANy.V CAN I PO FOR 

YOU! 


















ash 



a. 
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MONTE, I HEAR. 
THAT YOU'RE AN EXPERT 
AT HEROINS. ..AND 
THAT YOU'LL TAKE 
ON ANY KIND OF 
JOB. IS THAT 
RlSHTT 




SPLENDID.' YOU'RE HIRED.' 
AND NOW TO SHOW YOU 
YOUR CARGO.' CCW\6 ON 
OUT, JUD.' 



YOU SEE, MONTE, THE GOLDEN 
WEST VAUDEVILLE COMPANY 
IS SCHEDULED TO APPEAR ON 
THE COAST. JUD WAS DETAINED 
AND HE HAS TO JOIN THEM.' 
8UT HE'S NEVER. 
SEEN WEST BEFORE; J I SEE.' 

HE'S JUST A . ■ — 'AND YOU 

DUDE DRESSED/ WANT ME TO 

UP IN •—-'SO ALONG TO 

COWBOY \ MAKE SURE THAT 

CLOTHES.VNOTHINS HAPPENS 
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(&S MONTE AND THE OTHERS TALK, SPURS 
RAKE A SORREL'S SIDE, AND. . . 
^3 



SIT MOVINS, BRONC' 
WERE HEADINS FOR 
THE TACOMAS PASS/ 




$0 IT IS THAT, DAVS LATER. . . 



Moure, my eves 

MUST BE COINS BACK 
ON ME.' I THINK I 
SEE ICE UP AHEAD 



IT'S EASY TO 



IN FACT, WE'RE 8ESINNINS TO MOVE 

INTO THE TACOMAS PASS SECTION .' 

I JUST HOPE THAT CLINT KILLGR6W 

AND HIS RANNIES DON'T SPOT US- 

OR WE'RE PUE FOR TROUBLE 
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fflNAWAee of his peril, MOnrre\ 

LEAPS JUP waEBlE ANP MIS 
MANASER ALONS THE TRAIL .' 



y^.ecr 




sj2l 






H 


\« 


/ mapeN 

[4> 










liT LAST, AS MONTE BEACHES 
THE TRAIL, AGAIN... 



MONTE.' OUTLAWS^ MUST SE THE 
SRABSEP , KILLGREW SANS.' 
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U£T WAKSUS GCtANP 
B.UN POB. IT.' TEAPIInI<3> 
LEAP WITH HAL6 
POWNEISHT SUICIPS.' 
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YES.' SOMETHING'S 
FRI&HTENED HIM.' 
QUICK..' TUTTLE — 
JUD -OFF YOUR ^PW 5 *"- 
HORSES.' 



S THEy LEAP TO THE ©ROUND TO TAKE 
SHELTER, A HIOH-P0W6REP BULLET 
WHINES OVERHEAD.' 
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YOU'RE TOO LATE, 
KILLGREW.' NOW YOU'LL 
I HAVE TO FIGHT 

PAIB.LV/ Jf.HH-) 



V 9 ^ 








ANY MORE 8ACKTALK? NO? ALL 
RliSHT, KICK YOUR SUNS OVER TO 
ME -AND SET UP ON VOUR PSS.W! 
I DIDN'T WOUND ANY OP YOU 
SERIOUSLY." WE'RE MAKING A LITTLE 
TRIP. .. AND YOU'RE GOIN& ALONG.' 
~- — 



I 



^m 






i^AVS LATER . . . 
' ^ <ANP I WANTED > 

MONTE, WE SURE \ TO THANK 
HAVE TO THANK YOU I VOU FOR. 
FOB GETTING US /THAT TASTE x 
TO CALIFORNIA ON\OF REAL 



SHUCKS, 
' 1 COULDN'T 
HAVE DONE IT 
WITHOUT YOUR. 
HELP, JUD/ 



TIME .'AND I RECKON 
THE LAW MUST. S6 
GRATEFUL FOR YOUR 
PUTTING THE KILLGREW 
BOYS BEHIND 
BARS.' 



ACTION, , 
MONTE.' 
'FROM NOW 
ON, 1 WON'T I 
FEEL LIKE 
SO MUCH 
OF A DUDE 
IN THESE 
WESTERN , 
DDPS.' 



MAYBE 
SO.' BUT 
LISTEN, 
MONTE.' 
TUTTLE ANP 
1 HEARD 
YOO SINGING 
ONE NIGHT.' 
YOU'VE &OT 
A GREAT 
VOICE. 




MONTE HALE WESTERN 








«ONTE, THE HOMBRE 
WHO'S BEEN SVINS ME ALL 
THE TROUBLE IS OOPHER 
SRAHAM.' HE'S BEEN 2AIPINCJ 
MV SUPPLV TRAINS AND THEN 
HIWNS OUT IN NEAlffly POTHOLE 
CANYON.' IP THIS KEEPS UP 
I'LL BE OUT OP BUSINESS.' I 
WON'T HAVE ANVSOOPS Id 
SlVE THE INPIANS IN EX- 
CHANGE POK THEie PURS.' 
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BECKON YOU'RE RIGHT, CLAY.' WE'LL MAKE 
"i COMFORTABLE UNTIL THE DOCTOR COMES, 



£pHEN, AS JOHNNY TWO FEATHERS CtACM 
AWAY CM MIS FLEET INDIAN PONY... 
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monte's kkn eves spy a 

LVINfi IN THE TRAIL.... 



LARSS SHOVEL. 




(BnABLE TO STOP, THE SOPHER TRIPS . 
CVEB. THE SHOVEL — yl ^S7 




FINE.' AND I'VE SOT A HUNCH 1 
HE'LL BE HAPPIER STILL WHEN I 
I TELL HIM THAT WITH A UTILE I 
DIS&INSAND BLASTINS, WE'LL N 
BE ABLE TO WIPEN THE SOPHER'S ) 
TUNNELS SOTHey'LL /MAKE A 
R6SULAR ROAP THROIK5H THE 
MOUNTAIN RANSE.'THEN 
HIS PACK TRAINS 
CAN TRAVEL IN 
COMFORT AS 
WELL AS IN 





•7-tv sf^ /TSs O w 'v 

when it comes to BLowiNe BUBBLES, FLEER'S DUBBLE BUBBLE can't be beat/ 





--- 
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The song that 

MONTE HALS SiNSS. 

ABOUT THE STRAWBERRY 
ROAN TAKES ABOUT AN 

HOUR TO SINS— 
BUT HERE ARE A FEW 
OF THE BEST VERSES .' 
THEy TELL OF A BOLD 
yOUNS BRONC-BUSTER 
WHO RECKONED HE'D 
BARN TEN DOLLARS 
THE HARD WAy / 



LOWS WITH SONSS AND STORIES ABOUT WELL-KNOWN COWBOyS / , 
THE WEST HAS HAD MANy A BALLAD ABOUT A FAMOUS HORSE.' 
SUCH A CRITTER WAS THE STRAWBERRY KOAN '/ 
THIS BRONC WAS THE MEANEST. MOST RAMBUNCTIOUS, CHUNK 
OF ORNERy HORSE FLESH THAT EVER DREW BREATH / 



,11.. fc. 




STRAWBERRY ROAN 

Down irt the hone corral standing alone 

Was an old cavayo, old strawberry roan, 

His legs were spavined, and he had pigeon toe». 

Little pig eyei and a big Roman nose. 

He's ewe-necked and old, with a long lower jaw. 

You can see with one eye he's a regular outlaw! 

I piled my rope on him and well I knew then. 

If I rode this old critter, I'd sure earn my ten! 



Well, It's Oh. that strawberry r 
Oh, that strawberry roan!, 

He lowered his old neck, and I think he unwound- 
He seemed to quit living down there on the ground, 
Oh, that strawberry roan! 

I loses my stirrup and also my hat 
I starts pulling leather, I'm blind a> a bat 
With a big forward jump, he goes up on high 
Leaves me sitting on nothing way up in the sky. 
I turns over twice and I comes back to earth 
I lights in a-cussing the day of his birth 
I know there is ponies I'm unable to ride; 
Some are still living, they haven't all died. 




ABVUTIilWIHT 



SS^KW mm$m @hmpi 
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A Gray Hawk Story 

By Dick Kra\ 




IT WAS Gray Hawk who saw it first — a 
farm wagon standing by the side of the 
S locum Trail. Between the wagon tongues, 
an old brown mule was peacefully grazing at 
the side of the trail, and it seemed as if there 
were no human around. But then Gray Hawk's 
keen eyes detected the huddled form that lay 
across the wagon seat. _ 

"A man!" he said excitedly. "He has been 
hurt! Quickly, Running Deer! Let us see if 
we can help him!" 

Kneeing their pinto horses forward, the two 
boys loped toward the wagon ! But, reining 
up by its side, they saw at once that there 
was little they could do. The dfiver of the 
wagon, a homespun-clad white man, lay 
sprawled and rigid — a gunshot wound in his 
chest. At his side was a rifle . . . untouched! 

The Otapi youths dismounted and stood by 
the wagon. "The white man is . . . dead," said 
Running Deer. 

"Yes," said Gray Hawk. His slender bronzed 
finger indicated powder burns on the old man's 
coat. "He was shot from up close — before he 
could draw his rifle to protect himself!" 

The Indian boy shook his head seriously. 
"I know this man," he said slowly. "His name 
is Bart McCIane. He had ranch — over the 
mountain. Running Deer, we must hurry to 
tell soldiers about this — to get help!" 



At this moment a stern voice broke in. "All 
right, you two! Get your hands high! Pronto!" 

Whirling, the Otapi youths saw a U. S. 
Army sergeant and two troopers behind them. 
Their guns were leveled, and so quietly had 
they approached that their footsteps on the 
prairie grass had not been heard. The sergeant 
was a man that Gray Hawk had met many 
times before . . . 

"Sergeant Grayson !" the Indian boy ex- 
claimed. "We are glad you are here. Running 
Deer and I were riding along. We saw Bart 
McCIane here . . . shot and killed. We were 
going to ride to Fort Slocum to get help!" 

The white man looked at them, his broad 
face expressionless. "Mebbe so, Gray Hawk," 
he returned. "I know your father, the chief, 
and I don't like to think that his son is mixed up 
in anything like this." Then he raised the gun 
slightly. "But we got word in the Fort today 
that you two boys were lurking in the forest, 
evidently waiting for McCIane to come along. 



Then, when we ride up to take a look, we find 
you with his dead body! It looks bad . . ." 

Gray Hawk shook his head, bewildered. "But 
. . . but we just rode along. Isn't that so, Run- 
ning Deer?" 

The other youth nodded vigorously. "Yes! 
We knew nothing of McCIane until we saw 
him. Who says that we were waiting in the 
forest?" 

"It was Joe Pease, McClane's ex-partner,** 
the sergeant explained. "He says that McCIane 
had been to town to sell his cattle herd, and 
that he was coming back with a mess of green- 
backs." He craned his neck and looked into 
the wagon, and quickly his hands explored 
McClane's pockets. "Come to think of it, 
there's not a sign of that money about!" 

Grayson's lips pressed together tightly. "I'm 
sorry, Gray Hawk, but you and Running Deer 
are going to have to come with me," he said. 
"We're going to have to keep you locked up, 
until we find out what this is all about. Let's 
ride . . ." 

HOURS later. Gray Hawk and Running 
Deer crouched in a narrow cell at Fort 
Slocum, the nearby army post. As they talked 
softly, Gray Hawk's keen eyes explored every 
detail of the cell. 

"Running Deer," he said, "I do not believe 
they can prove that we had anything to do with 
McClane's death! We'were not carrying guns, 
and we did not have the money he received for 
the herd! It is only that this man Joe Pease 
said he saw us waiting in ambush for McCIane 
and the soldiers found us by the man's body." 

"That is true." agreed Running Deer. "Then 
we will just wait here . . . until they see they 
have no proof . . ." 

"No!" Gray Hawk shook his head urgently. 
"We cannot do that — for two reasons! First, 
the real killer will have time to escape safely. 
Second, when our fathers hear that we are 
prisoners of the white man, they will come 
down to the fort with braves to free us! There 
may be a battle with much bloodshed! We 
have to find the real killer before that can 
happen." 

"But how?" his friend wrn&pered in the 
darkness. "How would it be possible to escape 
from here?" 

Gray Hawk stepped swiftly toward the bar- 
red window. 

"These bars," he said quietly, "were meant 
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to h?Id a grown man. But I am slender, and 
yourtg. There is a chance." 

Lifting himself to the bars with tensed 
muscles, the son of the chief poised there a 
moment. As he began to force his way through, 
Running Deer heard a muffled gasp. "It is 
tight • ■ ve >"y tight . . ." 

TO the other boy, watching from below, it 
seemed as if it were impossible for Gray 
Hawk to squeeze through the bars. But press- 
ing jiard against the rough iron bars, contract- 
ing his muscles, and then driving himself for- 
warq, the Indian youth managed to thrust 
through. Gradually his skin was being cruelly 
torni and lacerated! But at last, with a final 
effoift, he lunged past the worst of it! 

In! a moment, he was crouching on the ground 
outsjde the wall of the fort, half-hidden in 
the deep night shadow. Off in the distance 
were, the faint lights of the settlement. 

Fqr a moment. Gray Hawk was undecided. 

WJhich way to turn? Where could he find 
proof that he and Running Deer had nothing 
to do with the murder of the old rancher? 
Whire could he find the guilty man? A 
hundred thoughts raced through his mind — 
and [two of them lingered. One was the memory 
of the rifle that had lain untouched by the 
deaq man's side . - and the other was the fact 
that, it was Joe Pease. McClane's former part- 
ner,, who had directed the finger of suspicion 
against the two Otapi boys. 



H 

thro 



If an hour later. Gray Hawk slipped 
ugh the darkness and came to rest against 



the tough board side of Joe Pease's shack on 
the outskirts of town. Flattening himself 
against the wood, he found a crack between 
rough-hewn planks. He peered through. There, 
in tpe yellow glow of a kerosene lantern was 
Joe Pease, an unshaven, powerfully built man, 
whom he had seen a few times about town. 
Pea$e was bent over, tying up a pack, filling 
it with his simple belongings. Evidently, he 
was getting ready to travel! 

Suddenly Gray Hawk caught his breath! 
For there on a barrel top, he saw a canvas sat- 
chel]. Half-opened, it was filled with green bills 
— dollars that Joe Pease could only have gotten 
in ope way! So this was the man who had slain 
Bart McClane, for the money he had gotten 
from the sale of his herd! 

In his excitement and desire to see more, 
Gray Hawk raised himself on tip-toes and lost 
his balance! Tumbling baekway. he fell upon 
a piltd-up load of firewood! Loudly, the logs 
fell tct the ground, rattling against each other 
Twisting about in an effort to regain his feet, 
Gray Hawk heard the onru&hing lootsteps of 
Joe Pease. In a moment, the big man stood 
ove;- him, his face distorted by rage, a rifle 
in his hand. 



"So you got out of the cell!" he grunted 
angrily. "And you figured to come snooping, 
eh? I reckon you saw the money in there and 
that I was fixing to skip town! Which 
means . . ." and he leveled the gun at Gray 
Hawk, ". . . that you know too much!" 

Desperately, Gray Hawk lunged at Pease's 
knees, caught them in a jarring tackle that 
hurled the bigger man to the wall — knocking 
the breath out of him! With almost superhu- 
man effort, the Otapi lad was upon his enemy, 
pummeling him with hard-driving fists! But 
now, Pease managed to raise his rifle above 
his head and to bring it down savagely against 
Gray Hawk's shoulder! The pain shot through 
the Indian boy's body, and he slumped away, 
helpless. 

Eyes glinting in triumph, Joe Pease aimed 
the rifle! 



"That'll be all, Pease!" a hard voice came 
out of the night. It was Sergeant Grayson 
stepping forward, Colt leveled. "Drop that 
gun! Good! Grab it, Jeff!" A trooper darted 
forward and retrieved the rifle from the 
ground. 

With a strong hand on Gray Hawk'$ arm, 
Grayson lifted the Indian boy to his feet. 
"Thanks for what you did tonight, son," he 
said. "I was watching your cell and saw you 
escape. But instead o£ stopping you there, I 
figured to wait and see what you were up to. 
We followed you here . . . and heard and saw 
what happened. Reckon Pease is the man we're 
after . . . and the money inside'll prove it . . ." 

Then he paused, brow crinkled with curios- 
ity. 

"What I don't get, Gray Hawk, is why you 
figured he was the one that ambushed old 
McClane for the money! How'd you guess?" 

GRAY Hawk shrugged his swarthy should- 
ers. "1 wasn't sure," he said, " but he was 
the one who said Running Deer and I were in> 
the forest, waiting. He spoke with a forked 
tongue! And then I remembered that McClane 
had a rifle by his side which he never touched 
although he was shot from close up. The man 
who did it had to be one he knew and trusted! 
And who would that be but the man who was 
once his partner?" 

THE END 



Head th* thrilling adventures of coor* 
ttgeous OKAY HAWK in every issue of 
MONTE HALE WESTERNl 
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' ?V"**1 THAT MADE 
- ' SAVA&E INDIANS 
■-.HOLD LOST MESA 
. IN SUCH FEAR- 
' / FUL DREAD? • 
■ WHY DID THE : 
SUCK GAMBLER ■ 
FARO LOGAN 
BECOME. SUDDEN- 
Ly INTERESTED 
•■ IN THB OLD .- 
.- PROSPECTOR? 
- THESE OUESTIONS 
WERE TO LEAD 
MONTE HALE 
2 TO A SECRET 
' THAT THE WIND-j 
• SWEPT DESERT ' 
- HAD SHELTERED . 
FOR MORE THAN : 

Aoo yeARS/ * 
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Ml LEY, WE WERE JUST THINKIN& 
THAT MA/BE you DIDN'T SEARcr 
HARD ENOUSH FOR SISUS OF 
MqRE GOLD /SUPPOSE I 

we All ride out _- — -'bekore 
there— and see |the stampede 
if it's worth 
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» NOW 1 KNOW WHAT AROUSED 1 
FARE'S INTEREST/THESE FAINT 
SCRATCHES ARE LIKE AZTEC 
INDIAN WRITINS IVE SEEM 
IN OLD MEXICAN PVRAMIDS / 
SOMEWHERE AMONG THE 
MESAS OF PAINTED PLAIN / 
MULEy'S FOUND TRACES OF 
ANJANCIENT CIVILIZATION- 
TRACES THAT INDICATE A 
FORTUNE IN SOLD TO 
FARO LO&AN 



Monte, 1 X reckon it mav > 

KNOW THAT BE A &OOD IDEA, 
IT MAy BE I AT THAT.' FARO 
DANGER- J MIGHT COME HERE 



HOURS LATER,AS MONTE AND A«\y 
SEARCH THE ARID PAINTED PLAIN — 



FROM THE WAy 
PARDNER IS 
ACTING, I KNOW 
THERE'S SOME- 
THING STRAN&E 
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AMY.' 



AS THE W- f KEEP DOWN, AM* 
RIORS CIRCLE? NOTHIN& CRIMPS AH 
MONTE AMP ( INDIAN'S STVLE FAST- 
ER THAN LOSINSr 
FACE .'AND I HAVE 
AN IDEA THAT 
SHOULD 
DO JUST 
THAT.' 
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our j.esends 
sav lost Mesa; 
kiowa, wavajo 
—none of us 
so there.' we 

AM. AFRAip/j" 




iVe sot to " 
figure out a 
plan op attack 
before the/ 

£>//, ^ SPOT, 
MONTE ITS HSl US 

UNBELIEV- 
ABLE/ 






i knew there was a 
lesend about a ban? 
of aztecs who flbd 
north centuries a&o, 
when cortez cdnouered 
mexico.' 1 never expected 
we'd find their descendants 
on Lost Mesa.' faro's in 
jail— due to t 
face trial, 
tomorrow, 

ISN'T HE? 



RUSHT.' AND TO MAKE 
SURE THAT THE 
MESA ISN'T RAIDED 
ASAIN, I'VE /MADE IT 
AN AZTEC RESER- 
VATION.' THAT 
' WILL MEAN LIFE 
IMPRISONMENT 



FOR ANy ONE 

WHO, ILLEGALLY 1 

ENTERS IT.' ~~ 






LATER... THE HUSTLERS HAVE STOLEN 
THE UNGUARDED CALVES... THE COW, 
ANXIOUS TO SEARCH fOR HER m5SIN& 
CALF, IS RELEASED... 



IT'S A CHANCE ~\ IMAGINE TAKING A 
BUT SHE MAY 1 HIKE AT THIS TIME 
LEAD US TO HER I OF NIGHT/ AND WHY 
CALF „. AND ID'YOU WANT ME TO 
THE RUSTLERS'/ WEAR THESE HERE 




WHAT JIM TOLD THE SHERIFF 
ABOUT »P-F«»: 

HERE'S HOW 'P-F' CANVAS SHOES GIVE 
YOU EXTRA SPEED AND COMFORT: 

1 THE ALL IMPORTANT "P-F' 
RIGID WED&E KEEPS THE 
BONES OF THE FEET IN 
THEIR NATURAL, 
NORMAL POSITION 
HELPS PREVENT 
FOOT STRAIN. 

2. 5PON6E RUBBER 

CUSHION. V-" • ISAM MARK 

*P-F MEANS POSTURE FOUNDATION 




y'KNOW, THESE "P-F"'S OF YOURS \HOPE SHE FINDS 
ARE MISHTy EASy ON THE FEET. ..WE HER CALF BEFORE 
BEEN FOLLOWING THAT COW OVER / IT 6ETS LIGHT 
TWO HOURS AND I AIN'T TIRED yiT//AND THEy SEE 
US COMING ' 




"P-F" CANVAS SHOES 

MADE ONLY BY 

B.F. Goodrich and 
Hood Rubber Co. 



OUTSTANDING 



BARGAINS 



IN U. S. ARMY 
WAR SURPLUS 
CAMPING GEAR 



You can be the mo*t envied hid in your neighborhood with this real U.S. Army 
Surplus equipment. The "exact" equipment used by thousands of G.l.'s, all over 
the world in the last war. They're jutt "super" for that next camping trip, hike, 
hunting or fishing. You'll be proud to display and wear them. Wotch how your 
friends eyes "pop" when they hear how little this authentic equipment costs. 
Don't delay, send in your order today! Use the coupon shown below. 



COMMANDO BAG 



[ 



Win prizes and ribbons at 
Jamborees. G t $, Soldiers, Sai- 
lors, Marines, and Aviators 

are ordering from all parts of 
the world. 



THE FAMOUS COMBAT INF ? A N C T K RY SE F ; ELD 
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StND FOR BOY MONEY- \ 
MAKFR.JT SNOWS YOU NOW \ 
TO BARN A MiSYl«&mtty*m 







' ) ^ 
u//f Cstilog 
;Jf FR€€ with 
!/ EITHER BOOK! 

BOY MONLY-MAKER GUIDEBOOK 

Offers you page after page of money- 
making tips — where and how to get 
profitable sparetime jobs — how to keep 
track of your earnings — red ryder 
comic strip revealing how real cow- 
boys earn their saddles, guns, spurs — 
how lo interest Dad in your plans to 
earn money for a Daisy — many others. 
IF you're willing to work to earn "that 
Daisy" — order money-maker now — 
it shows you how. Hurry! Don't wait 
any longer — Mail Coupon, Partner! 

128-PAGE HANDBOOK NO. 2 

Greatest gun-and-fun book for boys 
ever! Features many comic strips, 
jokes, magic tricks, how to make things, 
hobbies, cowboy-ranch lore, camping 
tips, B-B Gun Marksmanship, etc. 
Rope your big, thick copy now, Partner. 
Order on the Coupon below! 

Tttad &ctfHM %mf 

\ DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

Dept. A-125. PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U.S. A. 



Get Daisy's new Target Outfit featuring: red 

ryder* carbine; 2-power telescope sight 

mounted; bell ringing metal target; target 

cards; generous supply genuine bulls eye 1 

b-b shot; shooting & scope manual. Dad will 

want to buy you this complete outfit— to teach 

you how to shoot safely at targets. Show 

him this ad. No. 311 Outfit complete, at hard- Ha m $.35 

ware, sporting goods, department stores, $7.50. Gt>n Only 1 

DAISY PUMP-KING OF ALL BE GUNS! 
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□ HANDBOOK NO. 2 A DAISY CATALOG. I enclose dime 
(10c coin) and unused 3c stamp. Rush postpaid! 
D ALL 3— HANDBOOK. MONEY-MAKER. CATALOG. 1 en- 
close "two bits" (25c in coin). Please rush postpaid! 



SHOOT DAISY BULLS EYE SHOT. .. TAILOR-MADE 
AT THE DAISY FACTORY FOR 

Miff 

ip (SUMS 



'""■■"■"■"* DAISr MANUFACTURING CO, Dept A-125, Plymouth, Mich., U. S. A. 



